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He pushes me into the room and immediately drops my arm as he closes the door behind us. 

"Here," he says in a voice which is not exactly loud but still a bit too hoarse for a proper whisper; only a 
distinct note of excitement seems indisputable. | look around, trying to catch my breath after the mad gallop 
on the stairs and waiting for my eyes to adjust to this new kind of darkness. 


"Hey, Bob.." | finally murmur once | feel sure | can sound at least mildly coherent. "I don't think this room is 


empty, looks like there's someone already in the bed." 


"I know it's not empty, man. It's Joan's bedroom.” 


"IFs." | repeat numbly, staring at the dark motionless shape laying under the sheets in the middle of the king- 
sized bed and trying to make a connection between it and the beautiful woman who curses like a sailor and 
sings like an angel. It turns out to be too hard a task though as my head is still spinning -- I'd say it's a bit 
embarrassing to be so drugged up in company of someone whom | admire this much, if not for the fact that 
said idol appears to be approximately ten times more baked. And apparently it warped his ability to make 
reasonable decisions: why the hell would he bring me to Joaney's bedroom if he wanted to fuck me? 


"Why the hell would you.." 


"Well, | had to take ya someplace, didn't |? Or maybe you wanted to be screwed in the middle of my suite 
chock-full drunk cats? With everyone watchin us? Is that what gets you going, kid?" 


Of course | should have expected the drugs not to affect his wit; | thank god for the relative darkness 
because l'm currently blushing like a damn fairy maiden. Somehow this simple explanation still doesn't seem 
sufficient, though. 

"But what if she wakes up?" 


If not for the fact that he's Bob Dylan I'd swear | can see him shuffle his feet. But the moonlight is so wan 
tonight | must be imaging things. 


"She won't. She.. she took some pills, all right?" 

She took some pills That's why she didn't come to the party, they must be at loggerheads again. | hate the 
very thought -- of course my unconditional, obsequious love for both of them feels so pathetic compared to 
the chequered love they have for each other, | know | couldn't pick a side for life. 

| clear my throat. 


"| see. But." 


He sighs; | know his patience is at short, but he could at least appreciate that not all of us are too burnt out 


to forget about precaution. 
".. she's not living here alone, is she? There's her mother." 


"On the other side of the suite. Other than her - no one on the fucking floor. No one else shares the Queen of 
Folk's apartments. Can ya shut the fuck up now?" 


I'm still tempted to ask why the hell, since the damn thing is so fucking big, he brought me to an occupied 
room; however, something tells me this would inevitably result in my getting kicked out of here in no time and 
additionally most definitely in my not getting banged tonight, therefore | decide to shut up indeed. | don't quite 


trust his motivations, but of course that has never been the point, has it? 


"Yes, yes of course | can l'm sorry." | keep on trying to maintain a whisper; he, on the contrary, doesnt seem 
to care about the volume of his voice at all. It only adds to my piling up heap of worries. Perhaps once we've 
got started | can forget all that.. "So, what do you want to do now?" 

‘lm thinkin’... fuck, why didn't we bring any cigarettes?" 


Because after youd been kind enough to whisper in my ear that you wanted fo "fucking nail" me | was immediately 


so achingly hard | let you drag me out of that damn room without a single second thought? 
"You want me to go back there?" 

He waves me off 

"Nah, | guess it doesn't matter. Just keep me busy, child, and itll be fine” 

| like the sound of that: 

"What do you want me to do?" | ask and | involuntarily lick my lips. 


He doesn't answer; instead, he turns his back on me, lazily wanders to the huge armchair in the corner facing 


Joan's bed and reclines, clasping his hands in his lap. 
"C'mere, kid," he drawls on the words. 


All of a sudden my hands are cold and sweaty and all the blood seems to be gone from my head. Before | 
know, I'm standing in front of him taking my shirt off. 


"Whoa, whoa," one gesture of the slim hand is enough to keep me in my place. "Did | tell ya to do that?" 


"Fuck, no | guess you didn't -- | just keep doing the wrong things, don't |?" My voice comes off as pathetically 


maudlin and for that I'm even more angry with myself. 
"Yeah, | s'ppose you do, but its all right. Just from now on: you do only what you are told, boy, understood?" 
"Yes, Bob. Of course, yes." 


"Are you sure? Because if | ask you to do something and you don't then we're through. I'm serious, kid. Don't 


care what you wanna and don't wanna do. You will or you can fuck off" 
It doesn't occur to me to hesitate for a single second. 


"I will. Hl do anything.” 


He sits there for a little while and as | peer through the darkness, | can see that he's eyeing me carefully, as 
if pondering over something; then he shakes the obstinate thought off and a wicked smile returns to his lips. 


"Good. You can go on undressing then" 


First | throw off my turtle-neck and in the wake of it everything else follows, | even get rid of my socks and 
shoes as Bob never tells me to stop. When there is nothing left, | straighten myself up, aware on my erection 
pointing at my stomach and throbbing slightly, but not really sober enough to feel embarrassed about it. 


Unhurriedly, he stands up, approaching me. When he's close enough for his smell to assail me at full strength 
the pulsing in my groin becomes so intense it begins to hurt. I've never been in a situation like this one so 
there's no use recalling my past encounters - this is as far from a good ol' tumble with a willing lassie as it 


only gets. 


We stand only inches apart and he lightly ducks his head as he brings his head even closer to mine. We look 


into each other's eyes and only now do | realize how fast my heart is pounding. 
"Do | need a permission to speak also?" My voice borders on the verge of audibility. 
"You can talk," for some reason he sounds a bit unhinged as well. 


"Please, let me do something, Bob. If you just keep looking at me like this and standing so close.. | don't what l'm 
going to do. Please, |." 


"Tell me, kid" 
"| want To." 
"For fuck's sake, say it already!" 


‘| want to suck you off," | blurt out and | momentarily feel abashed by my own brashness. Where the hell did 
that come from anyway? Its not like | never had it done to me --but not like | discussed it with anyone, 
either. It's always been something a girl did to you if she was in a particularly generous mood, simple as that. 
I's definitely never been something | craved to do, myself, and to the point when the amount of drool in my 
mouth rapidly increases at the very thought, too. I've never felt as if my own cock was about to explode 


because | wanted to suck on someone else's so badly. Never until now. 


So it seems that Bob is going to introduce me to something more than a few new tunes and new drugs after 


all. 


He moves back a little bit but apparently just to take a good look at me. If it were possible I'd say his smile 


has become even more evil now. 


"You will then. But first, I've a request on my own. You see this chest of drawers over there? Go and pull the 


bottom one." 


Like I'm hypnotized, | do precisely what he says, even my hobbling seems to have eased a little, probably 
thanks to his dark magic. 


"Now.. See what's in there. Take a good look. Choose one that you like." 


Under my fingers | can feel layers of cotton; | randomly choose one garment and pick it up. It's a nice pair of 


ladies' knickers, delicately trimmed with a strap of lace. 
"Fancy these?" 


The temporarily stifled voice in my head repeating "WRONG" is suddenly back again, | am not intending to 
succumb to it though. 


"They're rice." 
"Good, ‘cause now you'll put them on’ 

"You want me to wear Joaney's.. 

"Yeah, that's what | want. When you're ready, come to me’ 

With that, he goes to the bed and perches on the edge. | am still groggy but when | hear the sound of his 
trousers being unzipped | know there's no time for hesitation - after all I'm so drunk and stoned | might not 


even remember this later, do |? 


A few moments later, when | stand before him with the silly thing clinging to my hips, all | feel is the hope 
that he likes what he sees. 


"Good," | can hear the tiny note of rapaciousness and it makes me shiver. "On your knees now, kid" 

It hasn't occurred to me until now that being called that is probably the hottest thing ve heard in my life 
"Bob." 

TE 

"Can | begin yet?" 


"Go on" 


Its a wonderful surprise to find that he's fully hard also; he is too big to fit my mouth but | take him as far 
as | can and the sounds he starts to produce help me to infer a conclusion that he enjoys what I'm doing. Once 
again | follow my instincts and do whatever | feel like: nuzzle, suck, lick - | seem to have a natural aptitude for 
that as the stream of expletives flowing from his mouth becomes incessant. His fingers entwine in my hair and 
at times | can feel the long nails scratching my skull. He pulls my curls when | suck him harder and the rapid 
brackish taste in my mouth makes me aware of how close he must be. Fuck, if he spurts now, how can | 


refrain from coming as well? 
| never quite forgot about his "requirement" but all of a sudden it occurs to me with full force: he made me 
wear Joan's lingerie. | am wearing her panties with his dick in my mouth. It's almost as if | were fucking them 


both at the same time. Oh, shit.. 


At the last moment | let go of his cock before my body bends down in two, my ass up in the air as | hide my 


face to muffle all the inevitable sounds, ruining Joaney's underwear irreversibly. 


"God, I'm sorry," | mumble before | even open my eyes when l'm done. "I should've been given permission first, 


| am so sorry...” 


The bed creaks a little and then | can hear quiet hustle. | brace myself to open my eyes and when | finally do, 
he is standing at the feet of the bed holding a few items in his hands. 


"Ya know what comes next, donch' ya kid?" 
"You will punish me.." 
"Oh, | will. Get up and c' mere." 


Still inebriated with the force of my orgasm and with the whole situation in general as well, | manage to stand 


up and approach him. Without a word he hands me something delicate like a spider's web. 
"And you want me to." 
"You learn fast, boy. P'haps yer not a complete waste of my time after all." 


Its a really beautiful pair of hold-up silk stockings, short of kinky but very elegant with the sophisticated lacy 
detail in the upper part. | try to pull them on but then | lose my balance and almost fall over; he takes one of 
my hands and places it on his own arm, offering support. Soon I'm wearing both the stockings and the piece of 
underwear which now sticks to my crotch rather uncomfortably. Quite an incongruous view | must present; 
but when Bob moistures his lips and commands "On the bed now, bend over as much as you can," | can't 


honestly say lm bothered anymore. 


| clamber up the bed and position myself on all fours. | hear some rustle and | carefully look back to see Bob 


taking off his clothes. | would love to indulge myself in this view but l'm not entirely sure | can endure yet 


another penalty so | reluctantly look away. 


The gentle twang of the springs makes me shudder in anxiety. Another series of quiet noises and all of a 


sudden the familiar smell of summer reaches my nostrils; | find myself purring in delight. 


"Joan's body lotion," rasps Bob and he moves aside the strand of cotton covering my ass; then | can feel two 
fingers slick with said fluid glide inside. His other hand goes to my right hip to stroke it soothingly and as the 
preparation goes on, from time to time it wanders to my thigh to pull at the elastic band playfully. | can 


unmistakably feel my teenage hormones undignifiedly bulge my dear friend's underwear yet again 


At some point the pleasure mingles with pain but of course it doesn't stop Bob and soon he's got four of his 
fingers inside me up to the knuckles. | quiver when he starts to crook them but | refrain from making any 
noise; | just pray for him to be cautious with those obscene nails of his. When he finally withdraws l'm not 


sure if I'm more relieved or disappointed. 


There is no time to muse over things though; with a rapid sound, | hear the material being torn open and then 


| feel his weight on top of me. 


"You ready, kid," its more of a statement than a question, especially that he doesn't wait for the answer a 


single second before he enters me. 


"Aw, Christ!" he exclaims loud and he digs his nails in my thighs. For a while he just stays in there, apparently 
trying to regain his composure, and then he starts to fuck me in a fervent, unsteady rhythm; | know the 
mixture of various kinds of pain and pleasure is going to push me over the edge all too soon, but | still retain 
enough sense to bite my mouth in order to stifle all the sounds that could come out of it. 


| desperately crave to touch myself but | need my hands to support both of our weights. Thankfully Bob 
seems to be hazily aware of that as suddenly | feel his own hands slide down my thighs. He strokes their 
insides through the silk while simultaneously the rocking of our bodies increases. 

"Oh, fuck... Don..." 

"Bob, please.. Joan is going to.. We will wake." 

"Yeah, we might.” 

Only then it reaches me: it's all been his diabolic plan, well, | cant be sure exactly how much aware of his own 
actions he is inside this amphetamine-fueled mind of his. But there is no doubt that at least some part of him 


really wants Joan to wake up, too see this, to feel.. 


No, | cannot allow that to happen, | dither for a little while, but as Bob's hand reaches my own cock dripping 
with pre-come and starts to tease the head with his fingertips | realize that obviously | can't let him stop 


screwing me, either, never mind how vile his intentions. The only thing left to do then is.. 

So here | am, on all fours, wearing Joan Baez's silk stockings with the remains of her panties covering my 
groin Bob Dylan is frantically fucking me up in the ass and masturbating me at the same time and it feels so 
good to him he can't even stop himself from moaning out loud.. Shit. 

As | come with insane force, | still remember to do my best to clench my insides as tight as | can. When | 
hear Bob's hoarse scream in response | know my plan worked. He squeezes my thighs, inexorably tearing the 
silk open as he fills me with his essence; it feels like I'm coming for the second, fuck, the third time, myself. 
Its still lined with the mercurial note of worry but somehow it doesn't make my ecstasy less complete in the 
least. 

We end up in a heap of semen, sweaty limbs and unruly curls. | can feel his mouth cover mine and | 
reciprocate the kiss with ever-lasting passion, making our teeth clash together, nibbling on his lips and sucking 
his tongue, 


"You'll be the death of me, kid," he whispers a few moments later as he's indolently licking the shell of my ear. 


All of a sudden l'm too weary to even think about Joan anymore, apparently Bob's become just as meek in the 
afterglow as | hoped him to anyway. 


"Can we just take a nap here?" | ask him drowsily, allowing my fingers to travel along his spine. 

"I don't think so. We've been absent for too long. They might've noticed. We have to go back. | have to go back." 
"Oh, right.. Let's go then," | say desperately trying to combat the torpor. 

"But first, | think someone needs to clean up here." 

| quickly raise my head to look into his eyes and give him the most impish grin from my repertoire. 

"Ell do it! 


Then | could almost swear | hear him utter a little giggle. 


